sickly smell ol it still hung in the air  There was not a
breath of wind
Ungcm had come hack shrunken and haggard The
news was bad It couldn't be worse General Bakch, who
had reached Chinese Turkestan, had surrendered to the
Bolsheviks Dunng the last few weeks he had gone dotty
He reviewed his men cvciy clay Amid that barefooted
mob he managed to find a man who still retained his
gaping boots 'You stupid swine,' shouted the general,
'why don't you keep your boots pohshccP' He had come
to an inglorious end To the cast, Scmionov had not
stirred Transbaikalai remained deal to the Baron's sum-
mons and the Reds were m Urga
Ungcin raised his head, snilfcd the air and shouted
'Orderly officer*'
Lieutenant Issak hastened up
'There's a stink,' said the Baion
Issak, standing at attention, said nothing He found
himself flung down, stripped and beaten before he had
time to say that he was under Captain Makeev's orders
'Captain Makcev1' thundeicd the Baron
The aide-de-camp came up at a run
'There's a stink/ Ungcrn repeated
'Yes, Your Excellency, thcic is a stmk '
This suspicion of resistance delighted Ungcrn
'So you don't care a damn about hygiene, ch? You
want to kill us all, do you?'
'It's a dead cow, Your Excellency  They're burying it'
Ungern turned pale
'Silence1' he said, and he struck Makcev on the arm
'Your Excellency, you have no right to strike me,' said
Makeev
'I've no         no right1' Ungern's voice stuck in his
throat  'No right, eh? Well, you'll soon see        '
The Baron walked up and down, thinking out the
most humiliating punishment  Makeev calculated quickly.
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